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Quite as -unexpectedly has she extracted from Maria Stuart, instead of hrlght lyric altar-fire, the long farewell of Maria, too long even for German readers, and only for the epos not too short; and rendered it moreover in prose.
To Goethe she does justice where she admires him, but less where she estimates Mm, His poems she judges more justly than she does his plays. Everywhere, indeed, her taste borders more on the German when applied to short pieces than to long ones; above all, than to theatrical ones; for here the French curtain shrouds-up every foreign one "With her opinion of Goethe as a literary man, the Germans, since the appearance of his Autobiography, may readily enough dispense.
Of ch. 15, de Tart dramatique, Eeviewer could undertake to say nothing, except something ill, did time permit.
Shakspeare, in whose child-like and poetic serene soul (as it were, a poetic Christ-child) she celebrates an ironie presque MaoIiiaveTlique in delineating character, she ought to praise less on hearsay, since neither hearsay nor her own feeling can teach her how to praise Goethe's Faust. It is probable she knows only the French (un-souled and un-hearted) Shakspeare, and so values the man; but for Goethe's Faust too, she should have waited for a French version and perversion, to give him somewhat better commendation than that she sends him. to France with.
If a translation is always but an inverted, pale, secondary rainbow of the original splendour, Madame de Stael's, as in general any French translation of Faust, is but a gray, cold, mock-sun to Goethe's real flaming Sun in Leo. At times, in place of a pallid translation, she gives a quite new speech; for example,40 she makes the Devil say of Faust, 6 Get Jiomme ne sera jamais qu'a demi pervers, et dest en vain quHl seflatte deparvenir a Tetre entierement.' In the original appears no word of this, but merely the long, good, quite different passage, * Veraclite nur Vernunft und Wissenschaft, fyc. That weighty omissions have prevented light translations in her work, is happy for the work of Goethe. This (like Dante's Divine Comedy) Diabolic Tragedy, in which whole spiritual universes act and fall, she has contracted and extracted into a love talc. Of this sole and last zodaical light which the set sun of Shakspeare has cast up over Germany, our
40 Tom, iii. p. 137.